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Halls of justice painted green. Money talking. 
Power wolves beset your door, hear them stalking. 
Soon you'll please their appetite, they devour. 
Hammer of Justice crushes you. Overpower. 

The ultimate in vanity. 

Exploiting their supremacy. 

I can't believe the things you say. 

I can't believe, I can't believe the price you pay. 

Nothing can save you. 

Justice is lost. Justice is raped. Justice is gone. 
Pulling your strings. Justice is done. 

Seeking no truth. Winning is all. 

Find it so grim, so true, so real. 

Apathy their stepping stone. So unfeeling. 
Hidden deep animosity. So deceiving. 
Through your eyes their light burns, hoping to find. 
Inquisition seeking you with crying might. 

The ultimate In vanity. 

Exploiting their supremacy. 

I can't believe the things you say. 

I can't believe, I can't believe the price you pay. 

Nothing can save you. 

Justice is lost. Justice is raped. Justice is gone. 
Pulling your strings. Justice is done. 

Seeking no truth. Winning is all. 

Find it so grim, so true, so real. 

Lady Justice has been raped. Truth assassin. 
Rolls of red tape seal your lips. Now you're done in. 
Their money tips her scales again. Make your deal. 
Just what is thruth ? I cannot tell, cannot feel. 

The ultimate in vanity. 

Exploiting their supremacy. 

I can't believe the things you say. 

I can't believe, I can't believe the price we pay. 

Nothing can save us. 

Justice is lost. Justice is raped. Justice is gone. 
Pulling your strings. Justice is done. 

Seeking no truth. Winning is all. 

Find it so grim, so true, so real. 

Seeking no truth. Winning is all. 

Find it so grim, so true, so real. 
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Slaves, Hebrews born to serve to the pharaoh. 
Heed to his ev'ry word, live in fear. 

Faith of the unknow one, the deliv'rer. 

Wait, something must be done, four hundred years. 

So let it be written. 

So let it be done. 

I'm sent here by the chosen one. 

So let it be written. 

So let it be done. 

To kill the first born pharaoh son. 

I'm creeping death. 

Now, let my people go, land of Goshen. 

Go, I will be with thee, bush of fire. 

Blood running red and strong down the Nile. 
Plague. Darkness three days long, hail to fire. 

So let it be written. 

So let it be done. 

I'm sent here by the chosen one. 

So let it be written. 

So let It be done. 

To kill the first born pharaoh son. 

I'm creeping death. 

Die by my hand. 

I creep across the land. 

Killing first born man. 

I rule the midnight air, the destroyer. 

Born. I shall soon be there, deadly mass. 

I creep the steps and floor, final darkness. 
Blood. Lamb's blood, painted door, I shall pass. 

So let it be written. 

So let it be done. 

I'm sent here by the chosen one. 

So let it be written. 

So let it be done. 

To kill the first born pharaoh son. 

I'm creeping death. 
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Say your prayers, little one. 

Don't forget, my son, 
to include ev'ryone. 

I tuck you in, warm within, 
keep you free from sin 
till the sandman, he comes, ah. 

Sleep with one eye open, 
gripping your pillow tight. 

Exit : light. 

Enter : night. 

Take my hand. 

We're off to never-never land. 

Something's wrong. Shut the light. 
Heavy thoughts tonight, 

And they aren't of Snow White. 
Dreams of war, dreams of ll'rs, 
dreams of dragon's fire 
And of things that will bite, yeah. 

Sleep with one eye open, 
gripping your pillow tight. 

Exit : light. 

Enter : night. 

Take my hand. 

We're off to never-never land. Heh, heh. 

Now I lay me down to sleep. 

Pray the Lord my soul to keep. 

If I die before I wake^ 
pray the Lord my soul to take. 

Hush, little baby. Don't say a word. 
And never mind that noise you heard. 
It's just the beasts under your bed, 
in your closet, in your head. 

Exit : light. 

Enter : night. 

Crain of sand. 

Exit : light. 

Enter : night. 

Take my hand. 

We're off to never-never land. 

Yeah. Ha ha ha ha ha ha. 

Oo ! Yeah, yeah ! Yo, woh ! 
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My life suffocates. 

Planting seeds of hate. 

I've loved, turned to hate. 
Trapped far beyond my fate. 

I give, you take this life that I forsake. 
Been cheated of my youth. 

You turned this lie to truth. 

Anger, misery, you'll suffer unto me. 

Harvester of sorrow. 
(Language of the mad) 
Harvester of sorrow. 

Pure black looking clear. 

My work is done soon here. 

Try getting back to me. 

Get back what used to be. 
Drink up, shoot in. 

Let the beatings begin. 
Distributor of pain. 

Your loss becomes my gain. 

Anger, misery, you'll suffer unto me. 

Harvester of sorrow. 
(Language of the mad) 
Harvester of sorrow. 

All have said their prayers. 
Invade their nightmares. 

To see into my eyes. 

You'll find where murder lies. 

Infanticide. 
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Down in the depths of my firey home, the summons bell will chime. 
Tempting you and all the earth to join our sinful kind. 

There's a Job to be done 
and I'm the one, 
you people make me do it. 

Now it's time for your fate 
and I won't hesitate 
to pull you down into this pit. 

So come on ! 

Jump in the fire ! 

So come on ! 

Jump in the fire ! 

With Hell in my eyes and with death in my veins 

the end is closing in. 

Feeding on the minds of men 
and from their souls within. 

My disciples all shout 
to search you out 
and they always shall obey. 

Follow me now, my child, 
not the meek or the mild, 
but do just as I say. 

So come on ! 

Jump In the fire ! 

So come on ! 

Jump in the fire ! 

Jump by your will or be taken by force. 

I'll get you either way. 

Trying to keep the hellfire lit. 

I'm stalking you as prey 
Living your life as me, 

I am you you see. 

There's part of me in ev'ryone. 

So, reach down, grab my hand, 
walk with me through the land, 
come home where you belong. 

So come on ! 

Jump in the fire ! 

So come on ! 

Jump in the fire ! 

So come on ! 

Jump In the fire ! 

So come on ! 

Jump in the fire ! 

Come on, Jump, baby, now ! 
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End of passion play, 
crumbling away. 

I'm your source of self-destruction. 

Veins that pump with fear, 
sucking darkest clear, 
leading on your death's construction. 
Taste me you will see, 
more is all you need, 
dedicated to 
how I'm killing you. 

refrain : 

Come crawling faster, 
obey your master, 
your life burns faster, 
obey your master, master. 

Master of Puppets, I'm pulling your strings, 
twisting your mind and smashing your dreams. 

Blinded by me, you can't see a thing, 
just call my name 'cause I'll hear you scream. 

Master, master. 

Just call my name 'cause I'll hear you scream. 

Master, master. 

Needle work the way, 
never you betray, 
life of death becoming clearer. 

Pain monopoly, 
ritual misery, 

chop your breakfast on a mirror. 

Taste me you will see, 
more Is all you need, 
dedicated to 
how I'm killing you. 

(refrain) 

Master, master, 

where's the dreams that I've been after ? 

Master, master, 
promised only lies. 

Laughter, laughter, 
all I hear or see is laughter. 

Laughter, laughter, 
laughing at my cries. 

Hell is worth all that, 
nat'ral habitat. 

Just a rhyme without a reason. 

Never ending maze, 
drift on numbered days, 
now your life is out of season. 

I will occupy, 

I will help you die, 

I will run through you, 
now I rule you too. 


(refrain) 
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You just stood there screaming, 
fearing no one was listening to you. 

They say the empty can rattles the most. 
The sound of your own voice must soothe you. 
hearing only what you wanna hear 
and knowing only what you've heard. 

You, you're smothered in tragedy, 
and you're out to save the world. 

Misery. 

You Insist that the weight of the world 
should be on your shoulders. 

Misery. 

There's much more to life than what you see, 

my friend of misery. 

You still stood there screaming. 

No one caring about these words you tell. 
My friend, before your voice is gone. 

One man's fun is another's hell. 

These times are sent to try men's soul. 

But something's wrong with all you see. 
You, you'll take it on all yourself. 
Remember, misery loves company. 

Misery. 

You insist that the weight of the world 
should be on your shoulders. 

Misery. 

There's much more to life than what you see, 

my friend of misery. 

My friend of misery. 

You just stood there screaming. 

Oh. 

My friend of misery. 

Yeah, yeah, yeah ! 











































































































































know, 


oh, 


but 


know. 


E mi 


Dsifi Cadd 2 Emi 

_0_ Q a a aoa 


Cadd2 


-uu 

•« »«f 



know, 


oh. 


but I 


know. 


Ami 


loco 



j 





































































































some - thing new. 










































































74 


A 


G B7su 5 Emi C 
















































































































































































So close, no matter how far. 
Couldn't be much more from the heart 
Forever trusting who we are. 

And nothing else matters. 

Never opened myself this way. 

Life is ours, we live it our way. 

All these words I don't just say. 
And nothing else matters. 

Trust I seek and I find in you. 

Ev'ry day for us something new. 
Open mind for a diff'rent view. 
And nothing else matters. 

Never cared for what they do. 
Never cared for what they know, 

oh, but 1 know. 

So close, no matter how far. 
Couldn't be much more from the heart 
Forever trusting who we are. 

And nothing else matters. 

Never cared for what they do. 
Never cared for what they know, 

oh, but I know. 

I never opened myself this way. 
Life is ours, we live it our way. 

All these words I don't just say. 
And nothing else matters. 

Trust I seek and I find in you. 

Ev'ry day for us something new. 
Open mind for a diff'rent view. 
And nothing else matters. 

Never cared for what they say. 
Never cared for games they play. 

Never cared for what they do. 
Never cared for what they know, 

oh, and 1 know. 

Yeah, yeah. 

So close, no matter how far. 
Couldn't be much more from the heart 
Forever trusting who we are. 

No, nothing else matters. 
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Oh pfease Cod, help me! 


Hold my breath as I wish for death. 
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I can't remember anything, 
can't tell If this Is true or dream. 

Deep down inside I feel to scream, 
this terrible silence stops me. 

Now that the war is through with me. 

I'm waking up, I cannot see 
that there's not much left to me. 
Nothing is real but pain now ! 

Back in the womb it's much to real, 
in pumps life that 1 must feel, 
but can't look forward to reveal, 
look to the time when I'll live. 

Fed through the tube that sticks in me, 
just like a wartime novelty ; 
tied to machines that make me be. 

Cut this life off from me ! 

Now the world Is gone. I'm just one. 

Oh God, help me. 

Hold my breath as I wish for death. 

Oh please God, help me ! 

Darkness imprisoning me, 
all that I see, 
absolute horror ! 

I cannot live ! I cannot die ! 

Trapped in myself, body, my holding cell ! 

Landmine has taken my sight, 
taken my speech, taken my hearing, 
taken my arms, taken my legs, taken my soul 

left me with life in hell ! 
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Guilty as charged. 

But damn it, it ain't right. 
There's someone else controlling me. 

Death in the air. 

Strapped in the electric chair. 
This can't be happening to me. 

Who made you God to say 
"I'll take your life from you !" 

Flash before my eyes. 

Now it's time to die. 

Burning in my brain. 

I can feel the flame. 

Wait for the sign 
to flick the switch of death. 

It’s the beginning of the end. 
Sweat, chilling cold, 
as I watch death unfold. 
Consciousness my only friend. 

My fingers grip with fear. 

What am I doing here ? 

Flash before my eyes. 

Now it's time to die. 

Burning in my brain. 

I can feel the flame. 

Someone help me. 

Oh, please God help me ! 
They're trying to take it ail away. 

I don't want to die. 

Someone help me. 

Oh, please God help me ! 
They're trying to take it all away. 

I don't want to die. 

Time moving slow. 

The minutes seem like hours. 

The final curtain call I see. 

How true is this ? 

Just get it over with. 

If this is true, just let it be. 
Wakened by horrid scream. 

Freed from this frightening dream. 

Flash before my eyes. 

Now it's time to die. 

Burning in my brain. 

I can feel the flame. 
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Hey, I'm your life. I'm the one who takes you there. 
Hey, I'm your life. I'm the one who cares. 

They, they betray. I'm your only true friend now. 
They, they'll betray. I'm forever there. 

I'm your dream, make you real. 

I'm your eyes when you must steal. 

I'm your pain when you can't feel. 

Sad but true. 

I'm your dream, mind astray. 

I'm your eyes when you're away. 

I'm your pain while you repay. 

You know it's sad but true. 

Sad but true. 

You, you're my mask. You're my cover, my shelter. 
You, you're my mask. You're the one who's blamed. 

Do, do my work. Do my dirty work, scapegoat. 

Do, do my deeds, for you're the one who's shamed. 

I'm your dream, make you real. 

I'm your eyes when you must steal. 

I'm your pain when you can't feel. 

Sad but true. 

I'm your dream, mind astray. 

I'm your eyes when you're away. 

I'm your pain while you repay. 

You know it's sad but true. 

Sad but true. 

I'm your dream. I'm your eyes. I'm your pain. 

I'm your dream. I'm your eyes. I'm your pain. 

You know it's sad but true. 

Hate, I'm your hate. I'm your hate when you want love. 
Pay, pay the price. Pay, for nothing's fair. 

Hey, I'm your life. I'm the one who took you there. 
Hey, I'm your life. And I no longer care. 

I'm your dream, make you real. 

I'm your eyes when you must steal. 

I'm your pain when you can't feel. 

Sad but true. 

I'm your truth, telling lies. 

I'm your reason, alibis. 

I'm inside, open your eyes. 

I'm you. 

Sad but true. 
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Alright. 

Scanning the scene in the city tonight. 

We're looking for you to start up a fight. 

There's an evil feeling in our brains, 
but it's nothing new. You know it drives us insane. 

Running. 

On our way. 

Hiding. 

You will pay. 

Dying one thousand deaths. 

Searching. 

Seek and destroy. 

There is no escape and that's for sure. 

This is the end we won't take anymore. 

Say goodbye to the world you live in. 

You've always been taking, but now you’re giving. 

Running. 

On our way. 

Hiding. 

You will pay. 

Dying one thousand deaths. 

Searching. 

Seek and destroy. 

Our brains are on fire with the feeling to kill. 

And it won't go away until our dreams are fulfilled, 
there is only one thing on our minds. 

Don't try running away 'cause you're the one we will find. 

Running. 

On our way. 

Hiding. 

You will pay. 

Dying one thousand deaths. 

Searching. 

Seek and destroy. 
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New blood joins this earth, and quickly he's subdued. 
Through constant pain disgrace, the young boy learns their rules 
With time, the child draws in this whipping boy done wrong. 
Deprived of all his thoughts, the young man struggles on and on 

He's known, oo, a vow unto his own 
that never from this day his will they'll take away. 

What I've felt, what I've known 
never shined through in what I've shown. 

Never be. Never see. 

Won't see what might have been. 

What I've felt, what I've known 
never shined through in what I've shown. 

Never free. Never me. 

So I dub thee unforgiven. 

They dedicate their lives to running all of his. 

He tries to please them all, this bitter man he is. 
Throughout his life the same, he's battled constantly. 

This fight he cannot win. A tired man they see no longer cares. 

The old man the prepares to die regretfully. 

That old man here is me. 

What I've felt, what I've known 
never shined through in what I've shown. 

Never be. Never see. 

Won't see what might have been. 

What I've felt, what I've known 
never shined through in what I've shown. 

Never free. Never me. 

So I dub thee unforgiven. 

Never free. Never me. 

So I dub thee unforgiven. 

You labeled me. I'll label you. 

So I dub thee unforgiven. 
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Wei - come lo where time stands sllll. No one leaves and no_ one will. 



Moon is full- nev-er seems to change_Just fa-beled men-tal-ly _de-ranged 
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Dream the same-thing ev-'ry night-I see our free-dom in_ my sight. 



No locked doors, no win-dows barred-No things to make_my brain— seem scarred_ 
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keep me locked_up in 


this cage_Can't they see it's why my brain says rage ? 
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just leave me a • lone. 
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Welcome to where time stands still. 

No one leaves and no one will. 
Moon is full, never seems to change. 
Just labeled mentally deranged. 

Dream the same thing ev'ry night. 

I see our freedom in my sight. 

No locked doors, no windows barred. 
No things to make my brain seem scarred. 

Sleep, my friend, and you will see 
that dream is my reality. 

They keep me locked up in this cage. 
Can't they see it's why my brain says rage ? 

Sanitarium, leave me be. 
Sanitarium, just leave me alone. 

Build my fear of what's out there. 
Cannot breathe the open air. 
Whisper things into my brain, 
assuring me that I'm insane. 

They think our heads are in their hands, 
but vi'lent use brings vi'lent plans. 
Keep him tied, it makes him well. 

He’s getting better ; can't you tell ? 

No more can they keep us in. 

Listen, damn it, we will win. 

They see it right, they see it well, 
but they think this saves us from our hell. 

Sanitarium, leave me be. 
Sanitarium, just leave me alone. 
Sanitarium, just leave me alone. 


Fear of living on, 
natives getting restless now, 
mutiny in the air. 

Got some death to do. 

Mirror stares back hard. 

"Kill," it's such a friendly word. 
Seems the only way for reaching out again. 
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And the road be - comes 


my bride. 


And the road be - comes 


my bride 











































G5 



To the game you slay a slave_ 



Rov • er,_wan • dTer, no - mad. vag - a-bond, call me what you will. 
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But ril take my time 


an - y-where. 


rm free to 
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speak my mind-And I'll take my find an ■ y-where. 
























































































E5 





An - y - where I roam.- where I lay my head is home_ 
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And the road becomes my bride. 

I have stripped of all but pride, 
so in her I do confide, 
and she keeps me satisfied. 
Gives me all I need. 

And with dust in throat I crave, 
only knowledge will I save. 

To the game you stay a slave. 
Rover, wand'rer, nomad, vagabond, 
call me what you will, yeah ! 

Oh. But ril take my time anywhere, 
free to speak my mind anywhere. 
And ril redefine anywhere. 

Anywhere I roam, 
where 1 lay my head is home, 

yeah ! 

And the earth becomes my throne, 

I adapt to the unknown. 

Under wandering stars I've grown, 
by myself but not alone. 

I ask no one. 

And my ties are severed clean, 
the less I have, the more I gain. 
Off the beaten path I reign. 
Rover, wanderer, nomad, vagabond, 
call me what you will. 

But I'll take my time anywhere, 
free to speak my mind anywhere. 
And I'll never mind anywhere. 

Anywhere I roam, 
where I lay my head is home, 

yeah ! 

But I'll take my time anywhere. 

I'm free to speak my mind. 

And I'll take my find anywhere. 

Anywhere I roam, 
where I lay my head is home. 
That's where. 

But I'll take my time anywhere. 

I'm free to speak my mind anywhere. 
And I'll redefine anywhere. 

Anywhere I roam, 
where I lay my head is home. 

Carved upon my stone, 
my body lie, but still I roam, 

yeah yeah. 

Wherever I may roam. 
Wherever I may roam, roam. 
Wherever I may roam. 



GUITAR-TAB 



Welcome Home 
And Justice for All 
One 

Harvester of Sorrow 
Enter Sandman 
Notfiing Else Matters 
Seek and Destroy 
Master of Puppets 
Ride the Lightning 
Creeping Death 
Wherever I May Roam 
The Unforgiven 
Jump in the Eire 
Sad but True 
My Friend of Misery 
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